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14 To save Breuthe ' ?f L St. Troncl
frowned the two others laughed scorn-
fully.

" This i? no time for jesting," quoth St.
Trend gravely, " Call my daughter! "
Gaspar shifted his chair with a grunt of
>::rrrlc'i'.

She entered ; her face was white as her
dre^.

" Tell us how you escaped/"          St.

Trend.

She           to speak in a low voice, with

her eyes on the ground.

^ ft was at the auction/' she said, and
the blood came up into her face, *4 Master
Xewstead wa^ thnv among" all the
Spaniards. And lie brought me away safe
through all their men/'

44 Ay, but liow ? " quoth Caspar,
forward.

** He bought me," she answered, we
could scarce hear her words* There was a
moment's silence,

" Ach ! but why did they let him ? And
how did you           their          ? "

Gaspar at last.